390             THE  LONELY NIETZSCHE
a solitude is neither respected nor understood ! There was a time when the sage, by thus dwelling apart, became almost holy in the eyes of the multitude ; but to-day the hermit sees himself encompassed by a cloud of gloomy doubts and suspicions."
The worst feature of his loneliness was that there was no one in his neighbourhood to comfort and reassure him about such incidents as this article, no one to make the sensitive thinker realise that there must be many people who woxilcl treat such insinuations with the contempt they deserved. Apart from Peter Gast, no one expressed his indignation : none of the old friends of his youth raised hie voice in defence. Nietzsche had always thought that in such cases he could rely on their aid: " It should be a point of honour with my friends to guard my name and my worldly security, to build me a fortress that would protect me against brutal misunderstanding ; I myself ought not to raise a finger in my defence I M Yet all were silent, and his wounded spirit, that had always been so loyally devoted to his friends, asked itself in anguish : " Why do I meet with no encouragement, no sympathy, no heartfelt reverence ? How is it that no one ever feels offended when I am slandered ? " Like a hero at bay, he fought with every effort of his courage, even with scorn, mockery and derision, against these attacks and against the indescribable sorrow of his soul, but he needed stronger and stronger sleeping-draughts to counteract the gloom and melancholy of his sleepless nights.
Assault followed upon assault, and the effect was more than usually painful, owing to the high pressure at which he had been working for the last six months. Other enemies had arisen from the malicious brood of dwarfs who hate everything lofty and superhuman. A certain anti-Semite, who had evidently lain in ambush for some time, waiting for the favourable moment, was emboldened by the attack in the Musikalisches Wochen-